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DETERMINATION 

_Determinat ion . It is the most basic, fundamental power behind what 
humans can accomplish. Magic is as nothing before it. Strength is as 
nothing before it. Life, death, both are meaningless to humanity 
without it. When a person is born who has strong determination, that 
person is destined for either great good or great evil. When that 
person is good, their spirit is infectious, creating goodwill 
wherever they go. They are a friend to everyone, and not even the 
worst enmity between hearts can stand against them. However ... when 
that person is evil, nothing will divert them from their course. 

Their spirit destroys everything it encounters. It doesn't know joy. 
It doesn't know hate. All it knows is darkness, and it is an enemy of 
light ._ 

_ -Unknown_ 

Toriel 

As Toriel approached, she saw the blades that surrounded the child, 
ever-narrowing as he curled on the ground, wounds on his hands and 
face bleeding, covering his hands in red. He didn't cry, not even 
when she, in a protective rage, summoned a blazing ball of fire and 
hurled it at the hideous, twisted face of the flower. She spoke words 
of comfort, almost habitual after the others who had fallen needed 
reassurance. The child smiled up at her, his wide eyes revealing 
oddly red-tinged irises, seemingly happy to have found someone with 
even a shred of kindness in this dark place. 



As she lead him through the ruins, she felt an uncomfortable sense of 
unease, as if a shadow had passed over her heart. The child seemed 
familiar, like a long-forgotten shard of memory she couldn't place. 
Even so, he seemed to be a pleasant and kind child. He followed her 
instructions to talk to the dummy, and didn't hurt the Froggit that 
attacked him. He seemed to be an absolute whiz at puzzles, and she 
took pride in teaching him so well. _Still,_ she thought_ I cannot 
get rid of this feeling that something is very, very wrong. I know! 
I'll bake a pie. I want it to be a surprise, so I'll have to leave 
him alone for a bit. He should be fine in the first puzzle room. _She 
asked him to stay, then made her way out of the 
room . 

Frisk 

_Alright, now that Mrs. "Mom" is gone, it's time to finally have some 
fun, _said the voice in Frisk's head. He didn't know what it was, but 
he hadn't been able to move on his own since it had started. Back in 
the dark cave, where he first woken up, there was a patch of sunlight 
where flowers grew. He remembered a fall, then hitting his head and 
blacking out. Now, though, there was someone riding along in his 
body, and all he could do was watch from inside. Scared, he again 
struggled to move even a millimetre, but failed no matter what he 
did. _Relax, I got things right now. This is gonna be so cool! We're 
going to be super strong by the end of this!_ 

Moving into the next room, they came across another Froggit, croaking 
in fear and spitting flies to protect itself. This time though, they 
didn't hesitate, kicking it against the wall, where it lay unhappily, 
croaking weakly in pain. It clearly doesn't want to fight anymore, 
but despite his best efforts. Frisk can't stop his passenger from 
making his body over to it and put his bloodied boot against its 
throat. It struggles weakly for a few moments, then there's an 
audible _crack _and it falls limply back against the floor. As the 
creature inside Frisk steps back, his victim's body dissolves into 
ash. A wisp of power.. the last remnant of its soul... flows through 
the air and passes into Frisk, making the fire inside him burn a 
little brighter, a little hotter. The fiend inside him celebrated the 
victory with a determined smile. _The first of many, I'm sure,_ he 
thinks as Frisk continues his futile battle for control. _Let ' s see 
if we can find some more, shall we!_ 

They continue on their path... no, _he _continued on _his _path, 
crushing and destroying monsters as he went. Eventually, word seemed 
to spread, and they began to hide. Not to be deterred so easily, the 
beast continued his search, using his childlike hands to pulverise 
them into submission, then execute them. With each kill, he grew 
stronger, determination flashing in his eyes like lightning and 
coursing through his veins like acid. Eventually, he ran out of 
victims and places to search for them, and continued onward. 

Coming upon a white ghost lying in his way, he attacked swiftly, 
dodging the tears it shed at his attack, and landed hit after hit. 
Tearing through its flimsy body, he seemed certain he was about to be 
victorious, and then the ghost spoke. "I'm a ghost you know... you 
can't hurt me. I was just pretending to be hurt to make you feel 
better ... i ' 11 go now." Frustrated beyond belief as the ghost faded 
away, the demon fumed for a few seconds before stalking out of the 
room, sulking. 



Finding the rest of the puzzles already solved, he arrived at New 
Home covered in dust. Taking a moment to brush himself off, he put on 
a neutral expression and walked into the open just as Toriel appears. 
Running to his side, she apologised for leaving him alone for so long 
and welcomed him inside. He decided to take advantage of the provided 
room, sleeping to refresh his newfound body. 

Toriel 

She felt guilty. Guilty for leaving him alone so long. Even making 
frequent phone calls to check on him, she'd not been careful to warn 
him about the dangers of the upcoming rooms. _So stupid! Of course he 
was going to get worried and try to follow me. I'm just lucky he 
didn't get hurt..._ 

As she continued working on baking the pie, she thought about all the 
things she wanted to do together. Bake pies, look up at the glimpses 
of the sky they could get in the Ruins. Enjoy trading puns with that 
fun guy on the other side of the exit door... or perhaps not that last 
one. _Right . . . I can't risk them leaving and Asgore ... killing 
them ._ 

The timer for the pie rang, and she pulled it out quickly. Cutting 
off a fresh slice, she put it on a place and left it in the child's 
room. _Best to have a snack after the day's trauma. _ 

Chara 

As Erisk slept, Chara thought to himself. _What fun I've been 
having ... more than I've had in a long, long time. St ill . . . they ' re not 
very strong. It hasn't been as much fun as I thought it would be. 

It'd be nice to have someone strong to fight against. At least then 
there 'd be a challenge. I wonder how strong that 'Toriel' lady is. 
That flower caught me by surprise, but she handled it without even 
breaking a sweat. I bet fighting her would be fun..._ 

Waking Erisk, Chara piloted him out of the bedroom, picking up the 
slice of pie Toriel had apparently left for him, then headed into the 
living room where she sat, reading a book of snail facts. "When can I 
leave?" He asked, feeling pleased that he remembered how to use a 
human voice. "What do you mean, my child? Leave home? That would be 
dangerous. You don't want to get hurt, do you? If you want to, there 
are plenty of things to do around the Ruins..." 

"No," he replied. "I want to go home." Inwardly, he grinned to 
himself. _At this rate, she's probably going to..."_ 

Toriel rose. "There is something I must do," she announced before 
heading out of the living room and down the stairs in the foyer. 

Chara searched the kitchen when she left. _Where are the knives? _He 
thought. Eventually he gave up and followed, ignoring her repeated 
commands to turn back. When they reached the door, Toriel turned 
around to face him, and spoke. "You want to leave so badly? Hmph . You 
are just like the is only one solution to this. Prove 

yourself ... prove to me you are strong enough to survive!" She paused, 
looking at his face as it twisted into a sadistic smile, "...wait. 

Why are you looking at me like that? Do you know something that I do 
not? No... that is impossible." Calling her fireballs, she took a 
fighting stance, and he raised a branch he'd found in the ruins, and 
carried for just such an occasion. Lunging forward, he made his first 



strike . . . 


End 
f ile . 



